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Ou LET THE SORROWFUL SIGHING OF THE PRISONER 


COME BEFORE THEE, 


8. where he lies, 
Neglected and forlorn ! 

From his dear Wife and tender Infants torn, 
Feeding on bitter Tears and deep-drawn Sighs: 
The Huſband, Father, and the Man. 

See where he lies | dejected, pale, and wan! 
Immur'd within the doleful Priſon's Wall, 
Depriv'd of every Good, Men valuable call! 


Sun, that from thy golden height, 
Scatter ſt Glory and Delight; 
Beams, that laughing Nature bleſs, 
With univerſal Chearfulneſs ;— 
Ah, glorious Sun | for him in vain you glow ; 
Blank, blank the Proſpect all: 
', FW Drearineſs and Woe ! 
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Spirit 


1 
Spirit of celeſtial Birt, 


Mountain Nymph, ſweet LIBERTY!“ 
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Nobleſt Boon of Heav'n to Earth, 
Oh how good to dwell with thee ! 
How delectable to rove, | 
| Ofer the Upland, through the Grove, 
Unreſtrain'd in Bliſs with thee, | 
% Mountain Nymph, ſweet LiserTy !” 
Strike, ſtrike the ſolemn Chord : And weep, to view 
A free-born Man—a BRITON aan; | 
Of Freedom take his deep-ton'd, fad Adieu 


Thou, cruel CxeviToR, forbear,— 
| What wouldſt thou more than All? 
Enough, enough :—The Man in Mercy ſpate; 
Ah, why his Limbs enthrall ? 
From his humble Home ſo dear, 
Oh, for Merey, do not tear! 
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See his Wife, in Sorrow drown'd, 


View his Infants weeping round : 
From Induſtry his Hands reſtrain ! 
Mercileſs !—what can'ſt thou gain? | ; 
Shame, Diſppointment, Curſes for thy Part: 
While Hunger gnaws their Soul, and Anguiſn rends their Heart! 


But ſee—with melting Pity in her Eye, 

Man's genial Friend, bleſt CHARIT v, 
 Religion's eldeſt, lovelieſt Child, 

Led by her Parent meek and mild, 

Their Anguiſh views !-- 

And, as contemplating the mighty Woe, 

Like the fam d Soldier filld with Grief. 

Attentive bending o er bis eyeleſs Chief.— 

„ Ah, who ſhe cried, could Help refuſe? 

Though Law it's Rigour will nor bend, 


DToor ſtern Neceflity relent; 
In Pity to their Sufferings ſent, wy " 4. 944, | 09 
We will Mercy's Arm extend ; 
| | We 
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We, my Sons, will help beſtow.” “ 


Thus as ſhe ſpoke, a generous Glow 
Of her own Flame ſhe. did impart 
To many a noble, many a feeling Heart 
They caught the Fire, and as it ſpread, 
The DezsBTor felt the Warmth, and rear'd his down-caſt Head. 


Then * Welcome, thrice welcome I heard his full Voice, 

In Gratitude's deep Diapaſon rejoice : | 

ce Oh welcome, bleſt Freedom, to Mortals moſt dear, 
Lov'd Light of the Sun, balmy Sweetneſs of Air! 

My again · chearful Home, my dear Children, my Wife, 

All the Comforts of Man, all the bleſſings of Life! | 


| 


Come my Wife, my Children join, 
Raiſe the Song to Strains divine: 
Glorious GOD, the firſt to THEE, | 
We lift the Heart, w6 vi the Knee ; 
For thou haſt heard our Plaints, and sg THE PRISONER FREE ! 
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Sons of Mercy, Sons of Heaven, 
Next to THEM our Thanks be given. 
[Liſp, my Babes, your Prayers and praiſe, 
Father is the Boon you owe : 
Wife, your Voice in Rapture raiſe, 
Tis a Huſband they beſtow “.] 
| Louder {ill exalt the Strain, 


Theſe are Patriots, theſe are Men ! 


[The MERCIFUL are bleſt: they ſhare 
On Earth, O God, thy conſtant Care | 
And when thou ſhalt dire& their Flight 
To Realms of everlaſting Light,] 
Miniſtring Angels may they be, 

Where all are bleſt—for all are FREE! 


* The Lines in Crotchets are not ſung. 
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